CHAPTER       THREE
populace from ascending the staircase that led to the
sage's study.
And so it would need no Sherlock Holmes to form
an adequate picture of Mayor Thompson's mind
merely by observing the preparatory paraphernalia
of his office. I had received a hurried call to that
office, which is situated in a vast Chicago hotel, and
had thither precipitated myself with such haste that
I feared I should have little time' to collect my
thoughts before being ushered into the Presence.
However, as it happened, I had a good half-hour to
wait, in an atmosphere of clicking typewriters and
buzzing telephones, before he was ready for me.
And that half-hour, in view of the strange objects
with which the office was filled, was by no means
wasted.
First, the pictures. What immediately caught my
attention was a series of four panels, in a single frame.
Each represented Mayor Thompson at some stage of
his career. The first picture showed a husky youth
standing against a blue sky, contemplating a some-
what misshapen football. (Moral: this is a real he-
man.) The second picture showed that youth grown
to maturity, a large pink face beaming from above a
highly starched collar, (Moral: this is a kindly, red-
blooded man.) The third picture was quite a tour de
force of imaginative art, for it portrayed the Mayor,
magnified to some seventy times his natural size,
perched on top of the City Hall, from which position
he surveyed the world triumphantly, (Moral: this is
a Colossus.) The fourth picture showed, one trusts,
the most vivid imagination of all, for it appeared to
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